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terrible display of her gift of speed, with an incom-
parable air of life and grace. She ran on till the smooth
level of water in front of her bows seemed to sink down
suddenly as if sucked away, and, with a strange, violent
tremor of her mastheads she stopped, inclined her lofty
spars a little, and lay still. She lay still on the reef,
while the Xeptun, fetching a wide circle, continued at
full speed up Spermonde Passage, heading for the town.
She lay still, perfectly still, with something ill-omened
and unnatural in her attitude In an instant the subtle
melancholy of things touched by decay had fallen on
her in the sunshine; she was but a speck in the brilliant
emptiness of space, already lonely, already desolate.
"Hold him!" yelled a voice from the bridge
Jasper had started to run to his brig with a headlong
impulse, as a man dashes forward to pull away with
his hands a living, breathing, loved creature from the
brink of destruction uHold him! Stick to him*"
vociferated the lieutenant at the top of the bridge-
ladder, while Jasper struggled madly without a word,
only his head emerging from the heaving crowd of the
Neptun's seamen, who had flung themselves upon him
obediently. "Hold------ I would not have that fellow
drown himself for anything now!"
Jasper ceased struggling.
One by one they let go of him; they fell back gradually
farther and farther, in attentive silence, leaving him
standing unsupported in a widened, clear space, as if to
give him plenty of room to fall after the struggle. He
did not even sway perceptibly. Half an hour later,
when the Neptun anchored in front of the town, he had
not stirred yet, had moved neither head nor limb as
much as a hair's breadth. Directly the rumble of the
gunboat's cable had ceased, Heemskirk came down
heavily from the bridge.